394                A LABRADOR DOCTOR

The following effusion I think was doubtless evolved
gradually. It runs:

"There's a little dug-out in a trench,
Which the rainstorms continually drench.
With the sky overhead, and a stone for a bed,
And another that acts for a bench.

"It's hard bread and cold bully we chew;
It is months since we've tasted a stew;
And the Jack Johnsons flare through the cold wintry air,
O'er my little wet home in the trench.

"So hurrah for the mud and the clay,
Which leads to 'der Tag,' that's the day
When we enter Berlin, that city of sin,
And make the fat Berliners pay."

I have never been in any sense what is generally under-
stood by the term "faith healer," but I am certain that
you can make a new man out of an old one, can save a
man who is losing ground, and turn the balance and help
him to win out through psychic agencies when all our
chemical stimulants are only doing harm. That seemed
especially true in those put hors de combat by the almost
superhuman horrors of this war. It seemed to me to pay
especially to get the confidence of one's patients. Thus
one man would be drawn out by the gift of a few flowers,
a little fruit, cigarettes, as so many of the kindly visitors
discovered. One man with shrapnel splinters in his ab-
domen expressed a craving for Worcester sauce. It ap-
peared to him so unobtainable in a hospital in France.
From the point of view of his recovery I am convinced
that the bottle which we procured in Boulogne was a
good investment.

We eagerly awaited the illustrated papers each week for
tfee same reason. But personal interest shown in them-them were labouring men at home.
